academic sphere' . 1 His ambitions in establishing HAVRC were underpinned by both his considerable experience in the sector as well as his scholarly interest in cultural tourism and community-based approaches to heritage management, both of which were soundly supported by a sharpened intellectual interest in social and cultural theory.
I first met Steve in 2006, at a time when he was already firmly re-established within university life. We were both Ph.D. students at the time, and he appeared one day in a doorway with a mottled grey Marbig Lever Arch box file slung under his arm. The file contained a full draft of his thesis, which he had readied to present to his supervisor, Laurajane, for her final inspection. We discovered during that first meeting that our academic attentions were occupied by a number of similar themes, which included the intersections between heritage practice and community participation, and a shared interest in the role of representation as a key moment of meaning-making. We spoke for maybe half an hour and parted ways with a few rudimentary plans in mind; neither of us realised at the time that our seemingly random conversation had set in motion the beginnings of an incredibly rewarding research trajectory that would last a decade.
Our academic collaborations began sporadically at first, with each of us offering independent presentations in conference sessions organised by the other in 2007. Shortly thereafter we proposed our first partnership in the form of a conference session at the 2008 World Archaeological Congress (WAC6), which we titled 'Collaboration or contestation? The realities of community engagement' . That resulted in a special issue of this journal (Vol. 16, No. 1-2, 2010) , which was subsequently reprinted as an edited collection carrying the slightly altered title of Heritage and Community Engagement: Collaboration or Contestation? (2011) . During the same period, we also commenced work on our second shared interest, visuality and the past, which took the form of an edited collection titled Culture, Heritage and Representation. Soon after, we began work on our third edited volume, The Cultural Moment in Tourism (2012, with Laurajane Smith) . By that stage, Steve and I were living on opposite sides of the world -him in York and myself in Sydney. We entered into what would become a well-rehearsed practice of meeting to discuss collaborations in all manner of wonderful parts of the world, dictated by the annual conference schedule. By way of example, we met up in Spain and Sweden to plot and plan our fourth edited work, the Palgrave Handbook of Contemporary Heritage Research, and the Netherlands and the US to do likewise with our first monograph, The Semiotics of Heritage Tourism. Plans for a second monograph, examining emotion and affect in contemporary heritage encounters, co-authored with Divya Tolia-Kelly, were conceived in Groningen, the Netherlands, and cemented a year later in Durham in 2014.
We developed a particular way of working together across the years, Steve and I; one that revolved around a deep trust in each other's intentions and capacities, which settled into an unfailing and instinctive knowledge of what to write and how to edit each other's work. Organisation, he assured me, was never his passion so I would happily compile lists of the things we needed to do and email them to him in small chunks to add to what had become our ambitious and rolling TODO list. To each email, he would reply, 'Will do, Boss' , and in due course he would deliver something remarkable. Given our history of collaboration, some readers of this obituary will feel his absence keenly; I certainly do. But I was by no means the only person to benefit from Steve's generosity; indeed, there will be many readers who can lace themselves through his contributions to academia as easily as I do. In recent years, Steve had enthusiastically engaged with heritage colleagues all over the world: in Spain, the US, Australia, the UK, Finland and Denmark, to name a few. In addition to his collaborative work, Steve also held his own personal research ambitions, which emerged out of his great pleasure in listening to the memories of peoples' first trips abroad, and his intrigue with the writings of the Northern travellers who produced what he termed 'the Spanish imaginary' (Watson 2014) . In both projects he found enormous scope in which to explore his wider interests in the affective, cognitive and representational dimensions of heritage, all of which, he argued, provide a deep layer of meaning that manifests itself in the absorption and fascination of both talkers and writers for their subject.
While it is clear that Steve had a considerable impact on the field of heritage studies, he will be remembered for reasons that far exceed his intellectual scholarship, despite their significant import. That is because Steve was a very rare figure within the university setting: he was undoubtedly an original thinker, an exquisite writer and a dedicated teacher, but he brought with that the most genuine mix of compassion, empathy, respect, charisma, graciousness and humour we will ever encounter in the academy. Of that, I am certain. He was generous with everyone: undergraduate students, doctoral candidates, his mentees, his colleagues, editors, publishers, and anyone else he encountered along the way, and so he has left the pocket of academia in which he moved a far more friendly and supportive place than he found it. His unending ability to laugh at himself prompted, very gently, an aspiration in others to take themselves and academia just a little bit less seriously and attend to the more important things in life, like family.
Those of us who knew him well will continue to encounter Steve in a vast array of places. We will always find him in Andalusian expressions of cultural identity, such as the performances of flamenco dancers: he was Spanish at heart, after all. Some of us will recall with joy that Steve, in typical fashion, accidentally learnt the anguished moves of the female dancer rather than the male; still, he would display his practiced moves with a flourish, a grin and exuberantly percussive footwork. Steve was also captivated by the sounds of the accompanying flamenco guitarists, and would regularly claim that a guitar for him to strum, along with a glass of any sort of Chardonnay, were essential for his thinking and work processes. In warmer climes, Steve would utterly flummox his hosts by requesting a small pot of ice from which he would carefully syphon a cube or two into his wine glass in order to maintain an appropriately cool temperature. We will also always remember Steve in any attempt we make to 'watch' paintings, and it matters not whether they are impressionist or post-impressionist -I had the pleasure of 'watching' a number of paintings with him, including Van Gogh's Olive Grove, Saint-Remy and Monet's Waterlillies. And in times of uncertainty, when we find ourselves wishing that Steve was still here to assist us, we'll remember with a rueful smile how quick he was to point out that he was a 'qualified life coach' , fully equipped and up-to-date with mentor training and appropriate smatterings of 'psycho-babble' . Those less familiar with Steve on a personal level will still find him everywhere in the heritage field. He will be carried along in the streams of publications that continue to emerge and pivot around the convergence of heritage with tourism, with communities, with representations, and with the politics of affect. He will be there in the memories, thoughts and rememberings of countless undergraduate and postgraduate students still working to fully accommodate his shared knowledge and experiences. And he will certainly be there amongst the castles and ruins he was so keen to write about, and pressed into the dog-eared pages of his Spanish travel-writers.
I feel certain that we will continue to collide and interact with Steve for decades to come, in moments released as we engage with his writing, his thoughts and ideas; or as we encounter certain places and objects that trigger a forgotten memory, like his flamenco dance. In those moments, we will reflect upon our experiences and engagements with Steve and reason that he was a remarkably successful man. He was a person of kindness and integrity, and a man who understood a hard day's work in academia. Spending time with him also revealed a far more important measure by which a person's success can be judged. In addition to all Steve's accomplishments in the academic world, it was clear upon meeting Steve that his core accomplishment -the one for which he held the most pride -was his family. He poured vast amounts of love and energy into his life with Victoria (whom he most fondly referred to as 'the current Mrs Watson'), and their two children, Alex and Hannah. His family was his life, and so if we are to measure the success of Steve's life on the depth of that love and their love for him, along with the love and respect his friends, colleagues, students and associates have for him, then Steve lived a life that was as successful as any life could ever be. He belongs somewhere else now, but we all preferred it when he was here with us. Those with the good fortune of knowing Steve have at least the residual good fortune of being lucky enough to remember him. And for those final projects that Steve did not quite manage to see to fruition, I say: 'Will do, Boss' .
